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* For I can't abear to wait, I do assure you. To wot-
ever place I goes, I sticks to this one mortar, " Pm
easy pleased; it is but little as I wants ; but I must
have that little of the best, and to the minit when
the clock strikes, else we do not part as I could wish,
but bearin5 malice in our arts." '

" Her own preparations were of the best, for they
comprehended a delicate new loaf, a plate of fresh
butter, a basin of fine white sugar, and other arrange-
ments on the same scale. Even the snuff with which
she now refreshed herself, was so choice in quality,
that she took a second pinch."

Presently the expected guest arrives.

" * My precious Betsey,' said Mrs. Gamp, c how late,
you are !5

" The worthy Mrs. Prig replied, with some asperity,
c that if perwerse people went off dead, when they was
least expected, it warn't no fault of her'n,' and further,
6 that it was quite aggrawation enough to be made
late when one was dropping for one's tea, without
hearing on it again.5

" Mrs. Gamp, deriving from this exhibition of repar-
'tee some clue to the state of Mrs. Prig's feelings, in-
stantly conducted her up stairs : deeming that the
sight of pickled salmon might work a softening change.

" But Betsey Prig expected pickled salmon. It was
obvious that she did; for her first words, after
glancing at the table, were :

" c I know'd she wouldn't have a coucumber !'

" Mrs. Gamp changed colour, and sat down upon
the bedstead.